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“Joys impregnate /Sorrows bring forth”(William Blake) 


And the Angel was pregnant 
“sorrows bring forth” by Another Angel 
more handsome, more sad 


the Angel lonely 


The head 


is in the air 


man 
Alone 
sitting his two 


hanging in 


VACUUM SPACE 


and all his ideas his thoughts 

his things wander and wander 

wander 

inside the tortured brain 

by mania by pain by loneliness and the obsession 
that makes him shy unsociable and sad 

the fog the infinitude 

the chains the sour moan 

the desperate questions 

the needles the words 

the immense mouth the noise 

all these things make this arrogant man appear 


as a character with strong personality 


NO ANSWER, 
WELL, HERE 
GOES / HOPE 
HES NOT 
WAITING 
INSIDE 4 
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“Unsatisfied instincts are the energy for fantasies, 
And every fantasy is a satisfaction of one’s wishes” 


(Sigmund Freud) 


THE LONER 


Inner life, the essence 


An attitude, loneliness 


IMMORTALITY 
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The immortal is an infinite man 


THE THINKER 
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Apart from my heart feelings - 
I think to think 


Is 


Another way of feeling 


THE MADMAN 


The madman-who suffers- 
Thinks he is immortal; 

He considers that his pain 
Will never end 


SUBMISSION 


In love, one might be 
Submitted 


To the other 
Because of his lack of beauty or personality 


LITERATURE 


Literature is a delirium 


Literature is the passion of the immortal 
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The immortal laugh 


Poetry, writing, is a way to elicit one’s ghosts, 


One’s dreams & one’s images 

And also to see these with the clarity of a visionary 
Poetry begets nothing 

It does not take out anything 


That was before outside the writer 


Clothing is important, given that, we only are identity images 
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A woman’s soul inside the body of a young man 
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The essence of myself is within my body & soul 


(the spiritual self is to be slim) 


“Every man is the builder of a temple, 


called his body” 


(Thoreau) 
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The same as my body belongs to my face, 


My personality belongs to my body 


Oneself is the result of an Ancient & Unknown myth plus his 
own imagination 


The individualist fascinates in himself, 


he gathers his identity image, his inner compromise, his heroism 
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“Wisdom in life consists of belonging to oneself” 


(Turgueniev) 


Life is the pearl we carry 


Egoism & Introversion is the conscience of being alive 


“Peak experiences” (Maslow’s theory) take place when oneself is 


oneself, that is, alone 
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“What aman thinks of himself, that is which determines, or 


rather indicates his fate” 


(Thoreau) 


The wizard lives a quiet life 


lonely and pensive 


in his own universe 

shy 

he practises magic in his rooms 
and, at last, he sees 

the hidden mystery 

-so much time ago- 

behind his face, the sphinx 
egoist, sublime & beautiful is true 
she does exist 

she has bumped into herself 
she hasn‘t to look for herself 


She has always been the same 


If the witch gives too much, 
-she says- 


she loses a lot of herself 


LOVE VS. PRIDE 
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It is a sad conclusion, I know, 


But if someone wants to be loved 
He must be an individual more than ever 


(About The awakening, by Kate Chopin) 


The Sea (self-solitude) is A 


Way 


To the Moon (ideal self) 


The Wizard 


The Poet 
& 


the maddening loneliness 
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“A god doesn’t write novels” 


(Ernesto Sabato) 


A WOMAN’S MYSTERY 
Posted on July 6, 2010 by eugeniofouz 


If I were a woman I wouldn‘t write poems 


And she is standing there 


Alone wonderfully alone 

Beautiful 

Like an angel with spread wings 
Angels shouldn‘t go without a lead 
-he thinks- 

but deep inside, he wonders why 


on the hell 


he cannot be an angel himself 
he free he alone he beau 

that angel told him she loved 
him truly 

Yet he feels she doesn ‘t 


Angels like flying 


I’m not the writer-creator of characters 


I’m not the great thinker-receiver 


I am the character I am the mystery 


